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Your museum is flourishing in the Shenandoah Valley. The last 18 months have seen a tremendous increase in visitor 
count, PX sales, community outreach, archival cataloging, digitization and historical research. 


We currently have 258 (and growing) Recalls, Bayonets, and School Catalogs uploaded to https://archive.org/ where 
they will be available to the world for ever. Links to each of these documents are also available from our website, 
https://amaalumni.org 


The museum has hosted numerous Noble Legend speakers over the last two years. The most recent was attended by 
46 locals! 


We have had two craft festivals, one last Fall and another this Spring. Another is scheduled for this coming Fall, 


We will host the USAF Heritage of America Band in October in the gym and are expecting a large turnout from local 
residents. 


It has become quite apparent that the Shenandoah communities are awakening to knowledge that our museum exists 
and tells the story that most young people never knew existed. 


Long live the Museum of Augusta Military Academy 


Augusta Milttary Academy Alumni Foundation, Jne. 
Sumner, 2022 


Dear Friends, 


We are only about a month away from Reunion 2022. This 
reunion is special to me because my graduating class of 1972 
will be celebrating its 50th anniversary! 


I am always impressed that even though it has been two score 
and seventeen years since I first stepped on the campus, I can 
remember and recollect pretty much everything that I did 
while at AMA. I may not remember everyone’s name, but I do 
remember everything else. 

The fact that I have always kept up with so many of my AMA 
brothers year after year probably helps with the memory re 
boot, but when I lose one of my AMA buddies, it feels like I 
lost a member of my family. 


That wonted feeling of family is probably why I serve on the 
AMA Alumni Foundation Board. 


Every year a few Alumni attend the reunion for the first time 
since their graduation or in forever. To the man, the statement 


I most hear from them is: 


“Wow! I never thought seeing everyone 
would be so fantastic! I am so happy that 
I came and I will continue to attend in the 
future.” ra 


Unfortunately, the AWOL cadets that have 

passed will not have the opportunity to ever 

say those words. I invite you to take the chance, come to a 
reunion, hug your brothers, laugh with your brothers, and 
possibly cry with your brothers. You will not regret it! 


I look forward to seeing and hugging you in September. 


Best, 
w., é E. 


Douglas W. Pennock “72 
Chairman, AMA Alumni Foundation 


Auqusta Military Academy Alumni Assoctation, Inc. 
Summer 2022 


My Fellow Alumni, 


For those of you who have been having to endure 
one of the warmest summers on record in many 
parts of the country, I have a solution. Come to the 
Valley in September for Reunion 2022 and enjoy 
what may be the best weather you'll experience this 
year. 


Do you remember your first day on campus so 
many years ago? If you have never been back for 
a reunion, or if it has been too long since you’ve 
visited your old home or toured the museum, it’s 
time. 


Classmates Lee Ramsey, ‘73, and Herb Maher, ‘73, 
have done a most excellent job in organizing this 
year’s reunion. And it’s showing in our registration 
numbers. This might be the most well attended 
reunion in the last 10 years. 
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Share the news of promotions, awards, retirement, births, 


welcomes information and articles for or about AMA alumni. 


Our museum staff have been busy 
this summer engaging the local 
community with the Spring Fling, 
with local crafters selling their 
wares, food trucks, the sheriff’s K9 
units, an antique car, and a restored 
military jeep on display. There were 
games for the kiddos (of all ages) 
and take home crafts as well. 


We were so fortunate to have had a large group of 
alumni help with the event. 


And we've had several more Noble Legends 
speakers. Attendance at these lectures is steadily 
increasing as word spreads 


Steve Trent Sie DAY 


President, AMA Alumni Association 


Mail or email information to: 
BJ. @Orsay 
4206 38th Street 
Lubbock, TX 79413-2512 
bj.dorsay@gmail.com 
Phone 806-790-7092 


Augusta Military Academy. Notice of changes of address should 
be sent to the AMA Museum, PO BOX 100, Fort Defiance, VA 
24437-0100 or by email to Museum@AMAalumni.org 

Please provide us with your 9-digit zip code! The Bayonet 


marriages, deaths, etc. Digital photos should be at least 300 dpi 


Fort Defiance, VA 24437-0100 
Editor: B.J. dOrsay, “70 


welcome. 


and preferably in TIFF format. Printed color photos are also 


email: Bayonet@AMAalumni.org 
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Memories from the Filing Cabinet 


By: Rich vanBreemen 


I couldn't tell you how or why this folder ended up on my 
desk, but its contents have provided me with an investigative 
challenge. In the folder are a couple of typed pages from 
AMA and a number of handwritten letters, all addressed to 
a “R Watkins Nowlin, Jr” of Greensboro, NC., also known as 
“WAT”. The story begins with this letter and envelope: 


Jan. 6, 1929. 


<>. Watkins Nowlin, Jr., 

VIZ sifth Aves, 

Orcenstore, i. o. 

Dear Sir: = 


I am in receipt of your Jeter of Januury Srd, rolative to a 
lace as Cadet Waiter and I beg fo advise that I bave nothing that I 


gould offer you for ‘thie year, However I shell place your name on file 


for compiceration during the suctie® when I am utlecting my boys for 

4ese for next joer. The Mess OF PS consists of alout 22 sadete 
Out of course iere will net "os thet Man) vocanctes as only « fcw 
Will drop out. 


éa I usgure you 2 wilh te glad to Kelp Sou if i can pousitly & 
. 


Very truly 
er GAG... id 


Maj. 4. 5. Holler, ér. 
tSR/wbw 


On the surface, this is a generic type of letter from the school 
to a prospective student (yawn). Chronologically, the next 6 
pages are handwritten letters from an “illegible” cadet to “Wat’, 
talking about how he owes him letters back (which he may 
have written but we don’t have). What we can decipher from 
those letters is that this apparently childhood friend has been 
working tirelessly to get “Wat” into AMA. Records indicate 
that Cadet Nowlin did attend AMA for the 1927-1928 school 
year. Those records and the RECALL for that year paint a 
picture of a young man, not overly interested in or excelling at 
AMA. 


He finishes the school year, never to return. (NOTE: This was 
also the 6th and final year for CS Roller HI at AMA). The final 
typed letter is from Maj. T.J. Roller to “WAT” letting him know 
that his application to be a Cadet Waiter in the 28-29 school 
year has been received, but based on his previous year’s grades, 
not to get his hopes up. 


If it were not for this folder ending up on my desk, for our part, 
Mr. Nowlin would wallow in obscurity; just another one-year 
cadet who didn’t make an impression on anyone here nor did 
AMA make an impression on him. Our database contained 
even less information than what I have shared already, he was 
listed as UNKNOWN, so this was of no help to me. But it is 
that very lack of information that caused me to dig deeper. 


Our records said he was born Feb. 23, 1908; I assumed he has 
since passed so I began with looking for his grave. 


Straight away, we find that our records of his birth year are 
wrong but it at least gives me the day he died and his wife's 
name. Using that information, I can dig deeper. I found an 
obituary in the Baltimore Sun from October 1982 and much 
to my surprise, it lists that he attended Augusta Military 
Academy! 


“Wat” was 73 years old when he passed away. I learned that he 
had worked for the C.G. Murphy stores for 38 years, starting in 
1936, moving to Baltimore from NC at that time. There was no 
mention of military service but his obituary details most of his 
work experience, the fact that he was a Mason and active in his 
church. After a lifetime lived, a loving wife and family, a career 
experienced, somehow one of the few things mentioned in his 
obituary is about AMA. You never know who or what affects 
people or in what ways. 


> in p & 
restoration pnb that has ust 
started at the church. 
A native of Spout: Spring, Va., he 


attended junior college courses at the 
Augusta Military Academy. 
Before yates to cemerg he 


There is more I would like to find out about Robert Watkins 
Nowlin, Jr. WHY? Because he is an everyday Joe the world 
is filled with - nothing heroic, fantastic, extraordinary or 
even noteworthy — he was just like most of us. One day our 
lives will be reduced to a paragraph in the local paper - what 
will it say? What are the things that mean the most to us 
and have the greatest impact on our lives? Will there be an 
obscure piece of paper in someone else’s filing cabinet that 
will encourage some other curator to review who you are? 
Let’s hope so. 
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Valor of a Volunteer: 


- By Ainsley Bloomfield 


FE or Marc Aronson, that spring day in 
1970 was one of those Zen moments 


that occur a few times in a lifetime. 
Fog stretched to the South China Sea, 
dampening sight and sound below the 
rutted crest of the hill where he sat. 
Above shimmered a perfectly clear, blue 
sky. There was no crack of gunfire, no 
roar of jets, no thumping of helicopters; 
all was silent. Across the valley, peaks 
of other hills floated like islands in the 
sky, or as if the nearby sea had quietly 
stolen inland. As Aronson rested on the 
roof of an ammunition bunker, peace 
overwhelmed his soul. He seemed to be 
the only creature alive to feel it. 


It was an unusual counterpoint to his 
life experiences. To begin with, he had 
grown up in a metal house. ‘The sterile, 
indestructible, enameled-steel Lustron 
design, common at Quantico and other 
military bases, was an anomaly in the 
Pittsburgh suburb of Bethel Park. The 
finish was convenient, but the walls 


held neither heat nor paint. Aronson’s 


Marc Aronson 68 ’s Vietnam Story 


father Sam, a veteran of World War 
Two, preferred French wine to beer and 
European cars to American vehicles. 
The owner of a notary association 
and an insurance firm, he approached 
his entire life systematically, and his 
children’s education was no exception. 
When Marc’s grades flagged in school, 
his father toured four military schools 
and decided upon AMA. Marc could not 
question his father-who, he observes 
wryly, “had three employees, not three 
sons.” Neither was any effort made to 


prepare him for his new adventure. 


Roughly four of teenagers 


types 
attended AMA in the late sixties: 
wealthy heirs; Latin-American cadets; 
incorrigible troublemakers; or, like 
Marc, marginal students. The “in” 
crowd seemed to Marc to be southern, 
WASPish, and athletic. Marc was a 
northerner, of Jewish descent, and 
weighed 125 pounds. Fitting in proved 
a challenge. On weekends he skipped 
synagogue to patronize Staunton 
drugstores, sampling Moon Pies and 
RC Cola. In his senior year, he joined 
the Roller Rifles where he at last enjoyed 
acceptance and a sense of belonging. He 
and his roommate also won an award 
for the cleanest room of the year. But 
his grades remained marginal. In June 
of 1968, Cadet Aronson was ready to 
move on, but college was not a viable 
option. His family had a tradition of 
military service. His father had retired 
a lieutenant colonel after 28 years in 
the Army Reserves, while an uncle, 
“the family spy,’ had participated in 
planning and debriefing for U-2 and 
SR-71 surveillance flights. Just a few 


days after graduating from AMA, Marc 
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joined the U.S. Army at the Pittsburgh 
Federal Building. He reported for duty 
in September 1968. 


Aronson took basic training at Fort 
Jackson in Columbia, SC. The Army 
was stretched for manpower. Conflict 
over the goals of the war seethed within 
the Nixon administration, and the 
U.S. Army was expected to do its job 
unhindered even as the withdrawal 
began to sap its strength. Privates 
became non-commissioned officers; 
sergeants with a college degree were 
awarded commissions. Because of his 
Junior ROTC credentials, 
was selected for non-commissioned 
officer school at Fort Sill, Oklahoma. 


As a Regular Army volunteer, Marc’s 


Aronson 


obligation lasted for three years. No 
matter what choice of deployments 
soldiers selected on their “dream sheets,” 
they were all sent to the same place in 
Southeast Asia. 


Sergeant Marc Aronson arrived in 
country in September of 1969. The First 
Infantry Division-familiarly known as 
the Big Red One-was positioned in the 
area north of Saigon. Here, Aronson 
took charge of a 105 mm _ howitzer, 
M101A1 model. (One of these weapons 
stands guard at the entrance of AMA 
today.) The guns were designed to be 
towed around the war zone behind 


trucks; they were too heavy to be 


hoisted in and out by helicopter. The 


eee 


M101, a legacy from WWII, was soon 
phased out in favor of the more mobile 


aluminum M102. 


Aronson’s time with the Big Red One was 
uneventful. Improvised entertainment 
beguiled the long periods of boredom. 
Some men raced tarantulas; Aronson 
watched, but could never bring himself 
to pick up a spider. 


And once the guns in his artillery 
company competed to down a war- 
ravaged tree at 100 yards. Aiming devices 
were prohibited, so the only variables 
were powder quantity, wind direction, 
firing angle, and skill. Aronson proudly 
carried away a case of beer for his men. 
The protracted fighting and intractable 
And the rats 
nibbled men’s faces at night as they lay 


weather dragged on. 


in their sleeping bags. In February 1970, 
he was transferred to the 101st Airborne 
Division. That April, he was sent to Fire 
Support Base Ripcord, at the edge of the 
A Shau Valley-otherwise known as the 
Valley of Death. 


In a war of infiltration, ambush, and 
skirmish, FSBs were static positions 
from which artillery fire could be 
directed at enemy forces. They were 
located on steep hills rising from the 
encircling jungle, making them readily 
defensible, but also subject to siege. 
In the 1969 battle of Hamburger Hill, 
infantry had been sent to repel an assault 


on a firebase, with disastrous results. 


Firebase _ battles 
downplayed by military leadership to 


were subsequently 
deflect potential media interest; in any 
case, the media were busy, covering the 
unsuccessful invasion of Cambodia. No 
one back home knew of the existence 
of Fire Support Base Ripcord, nor 
that everyone who had tried to hold 
it previously had been kicked off. The 
Army of the Republic of South Vietnam 
(ARVN), who knew the country better 
than anyone else, had been ousted 
last, during the Tet Offensive. The 
101st Airborne had then retaken the 
hill as part of Operation Texas Star. 
Texas Star’s goal was to occlude the 
NVA north-south supply line, which 
was surreptitiously being reinforced. 
If South Vietnam was to remain 
independent, the Americans reasoned, 
the ARVN must have the wherewithal 
to defend it. Ripcord was (in theory) 
an ideal position to accomplish this 
end. About three football fields in 
area, it had plenty of bunkers and gun 
emplacements, sandbags and concertina 
wire, a command control station, an 
ammo dump, a first-aid station, and two 


helipads. 


Sergeant Aronson stepped onto that hill 
in the middle of April, 1970. There were 
six gun emplacements in his company. 
The howitzers were aimed on directions 
relayedtothegun crews from the infantry 
in the field. The company commander, 
Captain Rich, was a character. The most 
decorated soldier on the hilltop, he had 
served seven tours in Vietnam. Every 
time, Rich had survived, endured, and 
recovered to return to the fight. Rich 
reported to Colonel Andre Lucas who 
would be killed in the ensuing battle. All 
in all, there were about 600 Americans 
on the hill. Between March and June, 
its outskirts were subject to small-scale 
attacks with rifle, grenade, and mortar. 
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Compared to Aronson’s previous post, 
Ripcord was a hot spot, but soldiers 
got used to the dangers and assumed a 
rhythm of fighting, work, and rest. 


The battalion received fire and returned 


it. On one of his off-duty periods, 


Aronson experienced his moment 
of communion with nature. Shortly 


thereafter, the hill erupted. 


On the morning of July 1, 1970, Sergeant 
Aronson was awakened by a mortar 
barrage. It took a mighty effort to drag 
himself from his sleeping bag, to obey 
shouted orders, to ignore the terror of 
adjacent explosions, to race from his 
bunker and get behind his gun. A line 
of mortar shells traced his steps, each 
missing its mark as he ran faster than 
the enemy’s sights could swivel. During 
the previous weeks, some 25,000 North 
Vietnamese Army (NVA) forces had 
silently advanced on the base. They were 
now bringing their capability to bear 
against it. Records of the attack suggest 
their primary goal was attrition—not to 
recapture the hill, but to inflict as many 
American casualties as possible. The 
battle lasted 23 days without reprieve. 


That first day, two American helicopters, 
bringing in reinforcements, went down 
on Ripcord. Within the coming week, 
twenty-three separate firefights raged 
on the fringes of the hill. The ubiquitous 
fog, which made it difficult to see more 
than fifty yards ahead, combined with 
the din and smoke to isolate groups 


of soldiers only short yards from each 
other. Helicopters appeared out of the 
mist, risking collision with the treetops 
to avoid ground fire. Casualties had to 
be flown out as surely as reinforcements 
were flown in. The pilots’ expressions, 
grim and concentrated, were clear to 
the troops 300 feet below. Captain Rich 
ordered Aronson to move his gun from 
the top of the hill to the helipad. From this 
new position, Aronson’ crew directed 
fire into the surrounding jungle. The area 
commander General Harrison, wishing 
to avoid another Hamburger Hill, had 
restricted the sending of infantry—so the 
defenders were under constant attack. 
Once, a mortar round 
wounded a _ comrade 
standing at Aronson’s side, 
inexplicably missing him. >» 
On another occasion, he L ~ 
carried a man to the first- = 
aid station, laid him in a |)” 

room, and walked away | 
only to feel the ground 
shake behind him as the 


room was obliterated by 


their deadliest weaponry: their objective 
was to wipe out the base. From the 
helipad, Aronson could not know what 
transpired higher on the hilltop. In the 
afternoon of July 18, he saw a Chinook 
helicopter hit by a 51 mm machine gun 
as it attempted to land. Holes appeared 
in the aircraft's side and a cloud of smoke 
burst forth. The Chinook crashed on a 
nearby ammunition dump, where a crew 
member perished in flames. The impact 
and explosion were staggering. Massive 
fragments ricocheted through the air and 
blew into the helipad, forcing Aronson to 


take temporary refuge in a bunker on the 
other side of the base. 


an exploding shell. 


One morning, an ear-splitting concussion 
alerted the company. Soldiers found an 
out-sized fin from a 120 mm mortar 
lodged in the dirt of the resulting 
crater. When Captain Rich saw it, he 
immediately contacted the command 
center. The bunkers on Ripcord could 
not withstand such large projectiles. A 
suspicion that the immense explosion 
was caused by misdirected friendly fire 
was swiftly dispelled. Aronson recalls 
that this was his “first real scare of the 


whole war. 


Soon, large-bore shells were raining on 
Ripcord. Casualtiesmounted. Helicopters 
spiraled in and out. Command was 
forced to acknowledge that there was no 
chance of victory. The NVA had unveiled 


The tragedy is permanently etched in 
the minds of those who witnessed it. 
For the rest of the day, “the hill blew up’ 
Aronson was without protection, without 
equipment, without even a personal 
weapon-hed left them at the helipad. 
Eventually, someone provided him with 
a helmet, a flak jacket, ammunition, and 


a rifle. 


But little remained to do. Most of 
Ripcord’s defenses were destroyed. Only 
the massive firepower expended by the 
circling helicopters and surrounding 
bases kept NVA troops off the hilltop, 
although they increasingly appeared 
around its perimeter. A few Americans 
still manned artillery on the slopes, 
but when Aronson offered assistance, 
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it was turned down. There were more 
volunteers than guns. He fell warily 
asleep in an ammo bunker, but was 
jerked awake by an enormous bang. 
Rattled and trembling, he ran from the 
bunker, yelling “incoming”-only to find 
that the ordnance was “outgoing.” He 
was so exhausted that he quickly went 
back to sleep. 


On July 22nd, General Harrison ordered 
the 101st Airborne to “get out of Ripcord 
ASAP? It would be a matter of hours 
before they ran out of ammunition, and 
the NVA would close in upon them. 
Aronson believes he got off earlier, on 
the 20th or 21st. By that point, the base 
was down to a skeleton guard. The last 
Americans left on the 23rd. Of the 52 
helicopters which performed the airlift, 
30 were hit by enemy fire, two severely 
damaged, and one completely destroyed. 
Ten thousand pounds of bombs covered 
their retreat. After the evacuation, 
the area was carpet-bombed by the 
US. Air Force. The carpet-bombing 
accomplished little. The NVA supply line 
to the south was safe and the planned A 
Shau Offensive never occurred. Seventy- 


—— 


Marc Aronson poses for a photo 
aboard his self-propelled gun. 


five Americans were killed on Ripcord, 
while 243 were wounded. Among the 
supporting infantry, the toll was even 
worse. Fire Support Base Ripcord was 
the last major battle of a losing war, 
heroically fought and hardly lost. But for 
decades, its story was buried. Its survivors 


preferred to forget it; its would-be 
narrators wished to minimize it. 
A Huey dropped Aronson and_ his 
buddies at a bizarrely quiet rear base, 
where they were told they could call 
home. The calls were sent via staticky 
short-wave radio and thence connected 
to U.S. landlines. Aronson’ mother 
picked up the phone at 3 a.m. in the 
morning to hear her son had returned 
from an unknown battle. A few weeks 
before, she had gotten a telegram 
stating he “was wounded and now 
aboard a hospital ship in the South 
China Sea, but would be O.K.” Aronson 
reassured her he was intact, and that a 
miscommunication must have occurred 
in the heat of the battle. He received 
befuddled Get-Well cards from friends 
and neighbors at home, and later, a 
Purple Heart-even though the worst 
injury he sustained was a cut from the 
metal banding on a box of artillery 
rounds. When he attempted to get the 
honor rescinded, years later, the Army 
authorities were indifferent. An official 
told Aronson, “Son, you earned it. Keep 
it.” 

While at Ripcord, right before the battle, 
Aronson had committed to serving the 
remaining six months of his enlistment 
in Vietnam. He could not go back to 
firing guns at Fort Sill the way he had in 
country. And the thought of collecting 
others’ cigarette butts again disgusted 
him. In October 1970, he was transferred 
to the 25th Infantry Division, manning 


a self-propelled eight-inch gun. 


His last assignment was to Fire Support 


Base J. J. Carroll, shooting across the 
Demilitarized Zone (beyond which 
U.N. decrees had forbidden American 
forces to invade) into North Vietnam. 
One soldier owned a camera with a large 
lens that could be used as a telescope. It 
was strange, mornings, to see the NVA 
raising their flag on the other side of the 
DMZ. 


In April 1971, Sergeant Marc Aronson 
was mustered out of the Army and out 
of Vietnam. His Freedom Bird took him 
to Anchorage, AK, Fort Washington, 
WA, and home. When the stewardess 
shut the cabin door for takeoff, he and 
the soldier next to him were startled 
and hit their heads on the luggage 
compartment. It sounded so exactly like 
an incoming mortar. Although he was 
fortunate to escape the effects of PTSD, 
his right ear was dulled, and it took him 
six months to stop yelling at everyone. 
That fall he attended the Rochester 
Institute of Technology on the GI Bill, 
using his savings to buy a Datsun 240Z. 
After a year and a half of business 
courses, he was again convinced 
higher education was not for him. He 
instead went to work for his father in 
the Pittsburgh notary association, a 
business he would eventually inherit 
and still runs today. During this time, 
he took flying lessons, married, and had 
one son. Aronson was also awarded a 
Bronze Star with a “V” for valor, much 
to his embarrassment. “My moving my 
gun to the helipad doesn't seem to merit a 
decoration, since I was only acting under 


Captain Richs orders,” he protests. His 


Follow us on Facebook 


steadfastness in the situation belies his 


modesty. 


A survivors’ association for Ripcord 
was not founded until 1985. Aronson 
has been peripherally involved since 
2000. As the battle’s 


been publicized, his name has been 


history has 


mentioned in the history, Ripcord: 
Screaming Eagles under Siege, by 
Keith Nolan. In 2019, he revisited 
Vietnam with seven other survivors 
and one veteran of D-Day. Ripcord was 
unaltered with the passage of nearly 
fifty years. They gazed from a distance, 
but never climbed it-unexploded shells 
posed too much risk. Marc has also 
traveled back to AMA and participated 
in its “survivors association.” Like other 
alumni, his academy memories are a 
mixture of experiences and individuals. 
At AMA, Marc Aronson honed his 
homegrown ability to adapt to unusual 
circumstances. That ability was the 
key to his survival in Vietnam and his 


success in future years. 


“Skyhawks” is our motto, 
“Airborne” is our cry, 
Freedom is our mission, 
For this we do or die. 
Boonie Rats a legend, 

For now and times to come, 
Wherever there are soldiers 
They'll talk of what we've done. 


-“Boonie Rat Song,” anonymous, 1970 


Ainsley Bloomfield was an intern at the 
Museum of Augusta Military Academy. She 
wishes to thank Marc Aronson for fact- 


checking this piece. 


https://www.facebook.com/groups/augustamilitaryacademyalumni 
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Reunion 2022 - September 9 - 11 


Just 4 months away 


Hotel 24 South (formerly the Stonewall Jackson) 


Honoring the classes of '42, '47, '52, '57, '62, '67,'72,'77, and '82 
All alumni from all classes are welcome and encouraged to attend. 


AMA Reunion Itinerary/Schedule 
September 8th - 10th, 2022 


Thursday, 9/8/22 
9:00 am - 4:00 pm AMA Museum and Gift Shop/PX OPEN 


5:00 pm - 11:00 pm Hospitality Room, Hotel 24 South 


Friday, 9/9/22 


7:00 am - 9:00 am Hospitality Soupy call ... Full Breakfast 
Hotel 24 South & Registration, Tower of Power Tickets; 50/50 
Raffle Tickets; and 1903 Springfield Rifle Raffle Tickets 


8:00 am - 12:00 pm Golf @ Staunton Country Club 
contact: Herb Maher (757) 353 - 1977 


9:00 am - 4:00 pm AMA Museum and Gift Shop/PX OPEN 


8:30 am Depart for Sporting Clays 


9:00 - 1:00 pm Sporting Clays 
9:30 Depart for Frontier Cultural Museum 
10:00 am - 12:00 pm Tour / Frontier Cultural Museum 


1:00 pm - 3:00 pm Hospitality Soupy call ... Hot Dogs 
and Burgers cookout at Hoover Hall & Registration, Tower of 
Power Tickets; 50/50 Raffle Tickets; and 1903 Springfield Rifle 
Raffle Tickets 


3:00 pm - 4:00 pm AMA Sport Activities & fellowship on 
Front Field 


6:00 pm - 7:00 pm Welcome and Hospitality Suite, Hotel 
24 South & Registration, Tower of Power Tickets; 50/50 Raffle 
Tickets; and 1903 Springfield Rifle Raffle Tickets 


7:00 pm — 9:00 pm Banquet and Program (cash bar) - 
Hotel 24 South 


9:00 pm - 11:00 pm Hospitality Suite open - Hotel 24 
South 


Saturday, 9/10/22 


7:00 am - 9:00 am Hospitality Soupy AMA breakfast at 
Hoover Hall ... Full Breakfast 


9:00 am - 4:00 pm AMA Museum and Gift Shop/PX OPEN 


9:00 am - 4:00 pm Registration open AMA Gymnasium 
Tower of Power Tickets; 50/50 Raffle Tickets; and 1903 
Springfield Raffle Tickets 


9:00 am - 11:00 am AMA Alumni & Foundation General 
Membership Meeting at the Big Room 


11:00 am - 12:00 pm Founder's Day Ceremony, Old 
Stone Church Cemetery. 


12:30 pm - 2:30 pm AMA Luncheon and program - AMA 
Gymnasium (Roller Society, Sports Hall of Fame, Tribute to 
the AMA Museum, Special Presentations) 


6:00 pm - 7:00 pm Welcome and Hospitality, American 
Hotel Banquet Hall 


7:00 pm — 9:00 pm Texas Style BBQ - American Hotel 
Banquet Hall AMA Legacy Scholarship, AMA Medal, 
Drawings Tower of Power, 50/50, Raffle and 1903 Springfield 
Raffle 


9:00 pm - 11:00 pm Hospitality Suite open - Hotel 24 
South 


Rifle Raffle is closed! 


All 250 tikets have been purchased by friends and aluni 


of AMA. Thank you for supporting our museum's 


ongoing operations budget! 


From our collection, an 03 rifle, shown here, is being 
raffled off this year, a 1903 model Springfield bolt- 
action rifle, caliber .30 (30-06), with reproduction 

1907 leather sling. Serial # 1276XXX, manufactured 
1927. Tag reads “WWII rifle from Augusta Military 
Academy.” Second, newer tag carries same identifier 
and “OK to shoot.” Stock tube for cleaning rod, brush, 
empty. It has a 4 groove barrel which is dated 10-36 

with little to no pitting. It is considered to be a “high number” rifle and bolt which eliminate the 


concern some people may have about early receiver issues. (https://thecmp.org/sales-and-service/ 


m1903-m1903a3-rifle-information/) 


Sponsorships are still available! 


Your AMA Reunion Committee has been working diligently since late November 2021 securing 
a new venue for our reunion hotel headquarters and organizing a new format and events for 
Reunion 2022. We are trying to continue to significantly improve in the overall quality of the 
reunion experience. In order to make it affordable for as many alumni as possible we are opening 
certain events for sponsorship opportunities to help offset some of the costs. Excess sponsorship 
donations will be rolled over to the AMA Foundation as a donation. 

All Sponsors will be recognized at all events and venues. 


Suggested sponsorship amounts are listed on our website. 
To make your pledge, please contact Amy Hensley: Museum@AMAalumni.org 


Left: Roger Canevet ‘64 came 
in with two cousins Yves & 
Charline Michel (children of his 
dad's brother) Roger was the 

son of school nurse Etta “Mollie” 
Canavet. Roger related that, 
shortly after the war, she and 

her husband, Pierre, were with 
friends in an Army jeep driving 
back from a movie near Fontaine- 
bleau, France. They ran off the 
road in the thick fog, and the jeep 
tumbled, ejecting all passengers 
and crushing Pierre. 
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Celebrating 22 years 


of AMA 2 
Museum Operation 


phud honoring classes of 
42, 47, 52, 57, 62, 67, 


12, 17, 82 


Thursday through Saturday 
September 9 - 11, 2022 


Fort Defiance, Virginia 
Questions? Phone (540) 248-3007 
or email Museum@AMAalumni.org 


Name: 
Address: 
City/State/Zip: 
Phone: 

Email: 


Full name to appear on name tag: 


Guest Name(s) for name tags & age(s) if children: 


Children 13-17 half price! 12 and under - Free! 


Make checks payable to: 
AMA Alumni Association 
Mail to: 
AMA Reunion 2022 
PO BOX 101 
Fort Defiance, VA 24437 
call (540) 248-3007 for credit card 
We accept Visa, Master Card, Discover, 


and American Express 
register online at 


https://amaalumni.org/reunion-online-registration/ 


Headquarters Hotel 


Hotel 24 South 


Formerly Stonewall Jackson Hotel 
To get the AMA reunion rate of $115 + Tax 
Register directly here 
Or call (540) 885-4848 


Entire Reunion Weekend Package 


Includes all meals and events 
EXCEPT Friday’s bus trip, clay shoot and golf 


$155 / adult 
$175 / adult 


Before August 1: 
After August 1: 


Qty:__ Amount: 


Specific Events - a la carte 
Friday 


Bus Tour $35 Qty:__ Amount: 
Breakfast $25 
Lunch $10 

Banquet $70 


Qty:___ Amount: 
Qty:__ Amount: 
Qty:_ Amount: 


Saturday 
Breakfast $25 
Luncheon $55 
Banquet $60 


Qty:__ Amount: 
Qty:__ Amount: 
Qty:__ Amount: 


Contributions: 
Bayonet Fund 
Scholarship Fund 
Museum Operating Fund 


Amount: 
Amount: 
Amount: 


GRAND TOTAL: Total Amount: 


NO REFUNDS after September 1 
Reunion fees are NOT tax deductible. 


Contributions to Bayonet, Scholarship Fund or Museum 
Operating Fund ARE tax deductible as allowed by law. 
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sports Hall of Fame 


Every year beginning in 2008, outstanding AMA athletes are 
chosen for induction into the AMA Sports Hall of Fame. These 
alumni are honored during their induction ceremony during that 


year’s Reunion. 


This year’s inductees are Frank Poplasky, ‘65, Van Rametta, ‘70, 


and Wayne Trotter, ‘70. 


Each was nominated by a classmate, and selected for induction 


by a committee of members of the SHOF: Tom DelValle, 
Lawrence Nicholson, Mike Basto, Mal Livick, Jr., and Bruce 
Strange. 


Inductees to the AMA Sports Hall 
of Fame are: 


2008 


Andre Allen, ’76 — Basketball 

Ben Angle, ’51 — Lacrosse, Track 
John Bell, ’54 — Swimming 

Ernest Click, ’48 — Swimming 

Bill Deuber, ’49 — Football, Baseball 
Jay Fox, 53 — Swimming 

Bob Gogrant, ’63 — Basketball 
Morris Guerrant, ’42 — Boxing 
Dean Hanson, ’63 — Rifle 

Colonel Paul Hoover, Coach — 
Fencing, Soccer, Tiger Football 

Bill Hummer, ’71 — Rifle 

Jerry Izenberg, ’48 — Basketball, 
Baseball 

Pete Lampman, ’65 — Basketball 
Dick Nolan, ’50, — Football, 
Basketball, Baseball, Track 

Frank Pilley, ’51 — Tennis 

Julian Quarles, ’35 — Boxing 

Maj. General Charles S. Roller, Jr. — 
Athletic Director 

Jim Stillwagon, ’67 — Football 
Burgess Whitehead, ’27 — Baseball 


Wayne Blaylock, ’62 — Football 
Henley Carter, ’65 — Football 

Nick Forkovich, ’41 — Football 

Don Johns, ’49 — Football, Baseball, 
Basketball, Swimming, Track 

MSG Joe Josephson, Coach — 
Football, Basketball 

1SG Don Studer, Coach — Rifle 
Meb Turner, ’49 — Wrestling 

Al Zayas, ’72 — Lacrosse 


1969-1970 Basketball Team 


Bud Allison, ’60 — Football 

Earl Cabaniss, ’43 — Baseball, 
Basketball 

Tom Del Valle, ’73 — Rifle 

Mal Livick, Jr., 775 — Basketball 

Bill Parkins, ’70 — Chief AMA Booster 


Manuel Balbis, ’53 — Wrestling 
Jerry Claiborne, Coach — Football, 
Basketball 

Warren Fleming, ’72 — Basketball, 
Football 

Bill Ralph, Coach — Football, 
Basketball, Baseball 


Bobby Bowie, ’47 — Football 
Doug Carter, ’72 — Football 
Mike Payne, ’76 — Shooting(Rifle) 


1951 Basketball Team 

Ken Hoke, ’54 — Football 

Ray Marcontoni, ’70 — Football, 
Lacrosse, Wrestling 


John Botcheller, ’67 — Baseball, 
Soccer 

Peter Morrissey, Coach — Swimming 
Larry Nicholson, ’75 — Lacrosse 


Mal Livick, Sr., Coach — Basketball, 
Tennis, Baseball 


Billy Berroa, ’81 — Sports 
Broadcaster 

Cpt. George Chapman, Coach — 
Football, Basketball, Baseball, Track 
Jim Slaughter, ’47 — Basketball 
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2018 


Nick Syropoulos, ’69 — Football, 
Lacrosse, Soccer 

Tom White, ’77 — Football, 
Basketball, Lacrosse 


Phil Bentley, ’83 — Rifle 
Hugh Harmon, ’58 — Fencing: Foil 
Thom McCabe, ’74 — Fencing: Epee 


1947-1948 Football Team 
Ralph Veney, ’78 — Football 


Maj. (Retired) Edwin Hart, Coach — 
Lacrosse, Football 

Charles R. Livick, ’77 — Football, 
Basketball, Lacrosse 

George Richardson, ’64 — Football, 
Baseball, Swimming, Track 


Mike Basto, ’63 — Football, 
Swimming, Lacrosse, Tennis 

Karl Haleamau, ’71 — Lacrosse, 
Soccer, Track, Swimming 

1948 — 1949 Football Team 

COL R. Tim Mannasmith — Tennis 
Coach and Athletic Director 

Jim Mitchell, ’76 — Basketball, 
Baseball, Football, Rugby, Soccer, 
Fencing 

Bruce Strange, ’72 — Lacrosse, 
Football 


Frank Poplaski, ‘65 — Baseball, 
Basketball, Football 

Van Rametta, ’70 — Rifle, Tennis 
Wayne Trotter, ’70 — Football, 
Baseball 


Frank Poplaski, ‘65 


Nominated by Corporal Tom Phillips, B Company AMA ‘65. As Tom submitted: “Frank was a three letter 
man in baseball, basketball and football. Baseball was his strongest sport! He, Wayne Helms, and Tiny 
Dalton were my roommates during my rat year in Company A and on the south side of third stoop. Pop 
was a force of nature. He was a firecracker, and motivator in everything he did from sports to honor 
committee, to Roller Rifles, to the social scene. His photos are sprinkled throughout the Recall in those 
other facets prominently. Check out the 64 and ’65 Recalls for more information about Frank, who was 
also well known to the corps in all facets of the school life. He went on to play for OSU (I think) as a 
defensive back (again, | think).” 


Frank was not only an outstanding athlete, he was 
also an outstanding cadet: 


¢ “B” Company First Sergeant: 1964-65 
Roller Rifles: 1964-65 
Honor Committee: 1964-65 
Cotillion Committee: 1963-65 
Graduated with highest GPA (ranked #1) in his 
class. 


As an athlete, Frank excelled in baseball, basketball, and 
football: 


¢« Voted as Best Athlete in the Corp: 1963-64 
¢ Varsity Baseball: 
* 1963-65: Lettered two years 
« Team Captain: 1964-65 
¢ Led team in batting average and RBIs (1964-65). 
Batting average placed him in top ten in the VMSL! 
Varsity Basketball: 
* 1963-65: Lettered two years 
e Led team in rebounds (1964-65) 
Varsity Football: 
* 1963-64: Lettered one year 


Frank attended and graduated from Wheeling College, with a 
degree in psychology. 


Upon graduation, he moved to northeastern Pennsylvania to 
begin working in the restaurant business. He moved up into a 
supervisor/manager positions with Franklins Restaurant (now 
Elbe’s) chain. 


He shifted jobs to Proctor & Gamble, managing several product 
lines for 10 years. 


He eventually left P&G for Office Depot, working supervising 
warehouse operations (established and implemented 
procedures) across the organization. 
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Van Rametta, “70 


Nominated by MSG(R) Don Studer / SHOF 

Member: As Don submitted: “When | arrived 

in 1969 at AMA, Van was the Captain of the 

Rifle Team & was one of the best shooters. | 

do not have his statistics as | was not keeping 

individual records until later. The year books 

should help. But his shooting was not the 

reason why | wish to nominate Van, but they 

may help. | had just returned from VN where 

| had the opportunity to shoot at people. | 

had never done any paper target shooting. 

Van took it upon himself to coach me. He 

(Van) assisted me with my organizational 

and coaching skills, and helped me with 

expectations during shooting matches. He 

taught me all about the Rifle League, the Schools involved, where they were & how well they did or didn't 
do. He instructed me on the shooting positions & what was allowed & what wasn't. Van explained the 
targets & how they were scored & how a match was conducted. In short he was the Coach that year & 
the Coach of the new Coach. Van was very much responsible for anything | was able to accomplish as 
a Coach at AMA, as well as the many other shooting events over the next 40 years. I'm really grateful to 
have had such a knowledgeable & patient mentor. My success as a rifle team coach began with Van!” 


Best New Cadet: 1968-69 

Band Company: 

* Staff Sergeant: 1968-69 

¢ Master Sergeant: 1969-70 

MT-1 (Corp Marksmanship Competition) Award: 1968 
¢ MT-2 (Corp Marksmanship Competition) Award: 1969 


Van played in two sports: 


* Rifle (1968-70), lettering both years, team captain 1969- 
1970 

¢ Tennis, lettering both years, team captain 1969-1970: 
* #5 (1968-69) 
¢ #2 (1969-70) and #1 Doubles (1969-70) 

After graduating from AMA, Van attended University of 


Maryland overseas campus in Munich Germany, and then 
continuing at the College Park campus. 


He graduated and moved to Colorado, working in Denver 
with the commercial banking industry. 18 years, culminating 
as a community bank president. 


In 1990, moved back East and took an executive position 
within the Marriott Credit Card Division. He left there to 
work as a Stock trader/day-trader, retiring in late 2009. 


Van has spent last 13 years as volunteer docent at both 
Smithsonian Air & Space Museum complexes (Wash, DC 
and Dulles Airport). 
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Wayne Trotter, “70 


Nominated by Jorge Rovirosa, ‘70, he said, “/ would like to 
nominate my classmate, Wayne Trotter, who was our Varsity Football 
Quarterback in 1969-1970, to the AMA Sports hall of Fame. | think 
he was our very first ALL MILITARY LEAGUE FIRST STRING QB. 
The Military School League schools were: AMA, SMA, Fork Union, 
Hargrave, Fishburne, Greenbrier, and Massanutten. Trotter kicked 
ass and was amazingly accurate with an incredible “Dan Marino” type 
of release. He was fast on his feet and often ran the ball with much 
SUCCESS.” 


Varsity Football, 1969-70: 
Lettered one year 
Team Captain 
Played four positions during the season: 
* Quarterback 
¢ Running Back 
¢ Defensive End 
¢ Linebacker 
1969-70: Selected for VMSL All League 
First Team: Running Back 


Varsity Baseball: 1969-70: aye - l 2 


* Lettered one year. a aes 


* Center Fielder ANTICIPATION, FASCINATION, ELATION are shown by Coach 
* Shortstop Bill Lobb, Wayne Trotter and Head Coach Ralph Sassaman 


* Pitcher in scoring moments of the Greenbrier encounter. 


Wayne received a full ride football scholarship to Marshall 
University, but the program closed after the airline crash. 
He then transferred to Dodge City Junior College, and 
“recruited” Bruce Reyngoudt (AMA teammate and “fellow 
New Jersian”) to play with him. 


He graduated and then continued playing at New Mexico 
State, then transferring to Missouri State University to finish. 


His Dad called asking Wayne to join him in the construction 
business. He has been in the construction management 
arena for 45 years, working national-level projects with 
skyscrapers and industrial complexes. 


He is currently a project superintendent for small business 
construction and residential/nousing developments. 


We proudly induct Wayne Trotter into the 2022 class of 
Augusta Military Academy Sports Hall of Fame 


Wayne Trotter, ‘70 
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The Museum of Augusta Military Academy 
and the 
Central Shenandoah Valley Community 


By Garry Granger, “71 


The Spring Festival held on May 7th, 2022 was AMA’ 
second festival...October 2021’s Fall Festival, was the 
Museum’ very first. 


For more than an decade, the Board of Directors of 
both organizations have wanted to engage the local 
community in “what’ going on at that property with 

the large Stucco Building on Route 11 in Fort Defiance.” 
We stopped creating alumni some 38 years ago and 

our alumni base continues to diminish in numbers and 
participation. Thus, the want and desire to “shout to the 
roof tops” about the remarkable pride, history, discipline 
and instruction taught at our academy, to alumni and 
the community, but we lacked the support and resources, 
until now! 


In 2019 we placed signs on Route 11 bringing attention 
to our Museum and Gift Shoppe. Wow, did that make a 
difference! The visitors from the community were heard 
saying: 

“I didn’t know there was a museum there.” 

“I thought the place was abandoned.” 

“Gosh, there’s been a museum there for 20 years?” 

“There’ a gift shoppe, too !?!” 


I suppose you can call us “Academy Trained” We assumed 
the Interstate signs would suffice about announcing our 
existence. They helped a great deal. Yet, the signs on 
Route 11 have proven to be invaluable. 


The same can be said about the current Museum Staff- 
invaluable! There comes a time in every organization or 
business when the staff is efficient, effective, outstanding 
and dynamic. When that occurs and the staff “gets it” 
remarkable tasks are accomplished. 


Our organization is no different. Over the decades since 
the Foundation was formed, we've administratively 
experienced “excellence and misery, extreme highs 

and lows, victory and disaster” while administering 

our duties. Yet, it appears those days are over (fingers 
crossed and hope the creek don't rise). 


It's my opinion that we’ve grown to the level of above 


average effectiveness, with our current staff and should be 
grateful. 


Chris Correa is an incredible man, personable, hard 
working and has become quite a historian on our 
Academy and its Founder, Alumni, Educators and events. 
If you've not experienced a tour of the Museum with 
him, add it to your “to do” list—it’s impressive...very 
impressive !! 


Rich van Breemen has proven to be “one of us.” He's 
methodical in his archival research and care for our 
artifacts. His investigation capabilities are impeccable 
and his creativity is outstanding. Noble Legends is in its 
second year and is growing with each Guest Speakers 
appearance., all because of his ability to book interesting 
presenters. 


Amy Hensley, the most recent addition to the Staff has 
been on the job a little over a year and hit the ground 
running. A multi-tasker, she sees the vision of our efforts 
to secure our legacy. She understands and actually enjoys 
engaging with the community and organizing events. 

She completely “got” all that’s needed to execute an AMA 
Reunion and continues to handle the multitude of tasks 
associated with our regular administrative and financial 
duties. 


We are truly 
grateful to them all 
for their abilities 
and attention to 
detail ! 


Back to the 

Spring Festival 

.... The marketing 
that supported the 
event was probably 
the best ever. 

Sadly, the weather 
didn't cooperate, 
temperatures 

were in the 40’s 


Brian and Vicki Miller. manned 
the registration desk 
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Rain kept most classic cars at home. But this 
beauty showed up of for part of the day.. 


and a heavy rain the previous 
evening, kept people inside, so 
attendance was lacking. However, 
those who did attend spent a great 
deal of time touring the museum 

and browsing the vendors in the 
gymnasium. Meaning our mission 
was accomplished. ..local people were 
indoctrinated to the antiquity and 
heritage of the academy. 


<a ° ¥* 
~. 


Two local food trucks set up under 
the trees serving up bar-b-que and 
cajun. Both were delicious 


BTW - We remain grateful that the 
United Pentecostal Church allows 
us to utilize the gymnasium and the 
grounds to elevate our existence... 
many thanks for their support ! 


We should also thank the alumni 


Alumni and friends play a very 
important role in our activities on 
campus and at the Museum. 


Brian and Vicki Miller, Gordon 
Metz and his grandson Connor, 
Steve Trent, John Arthur, bj 

d Orsay, Brett Thompson, Victor 
Gomez and Amy’s best friend 
Cyndi Thompson all helped 
immensely during the Spring 
Fling. 


who are active and engaged in the 
Museum and the events. As my wife 
has said many time, AMA men are 
kind, respectful and charming. That 
is true (mostly true...we all know 


“that guy”)! I can say with absolution 


that some of the most incredible 
men I know, are AMA Alumni who 
simply possess a sense of respect for 
themselves and others. 


The Sheriff's office sent two K9 units. They set 
up an information table, answered hundreds 
of questions and then demonstration the dog’s 
training abilities in the lower courtyard. 


On a final note, it was brought to 
my attention that during the Spring 
Festival, a kind and generous gesture 


was performed by one of our alumni. 


Not only did he drive the 3,100 
round-trip miles to help with the 
Spring Festival, he stayed a week (his 
expense). And when the elements 
depressed attendance, he personally 
visited each and every vendor, 
thanked them for participating, 
made a purchase and then gave each 


ehras. neem ARS Sob aA 
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of them a $20 tip to show AMA's 
appreciation. He, because of his 
kindness and generosity, elevated 
AMAs reputation and showed the 
Shenandoah Valley Community the 
definition of an Augusta Military 
Academy cadet. A gracious and 


About 10 vendors bravely showed up for the 
event. And while they did not sell much, they 
believe in us and assured me they would come 
back in the Fall. 


Ait 


As with the hot rods, the weather kept the military 
vehicles at home. A personal friend of Rich’s 
brought his restored jeep for the day. 


heartfelt appreciation to you bj 
d’Orsay “70. You are the epitome of 
an AMA Alumnus. 


Thank you, and thank you to the 
Museum staff for your extreme acts 
of persistence in engaging the local 
community !!! 


Spring Fling 
2022 


AMA Alumnus Instrumental in Honoring 
First American Woman in Space. 


Film maker Steven Barber, ‘78. has been on a mission to 
commemorate NASA's heroes. Barber notes that “in America 
only 2% of the monuments represent any sort of female 
achievement.” 


Barber raised $300,000 for a sculpture dedicated to Sally 
Ride, the first American female astronaut. She flew aboard 
the shuttle in 1983 and 1984. 


Barber has been filming everyone involved in bringing the 
monument to life. Sculptor George Lundeen worked on the 
sculpture for over a year. 


The sculpture will stand 7 ft tall in the Cradle of Aviation 
Museum on Long Island New York. 


“It’s my great hope that now | am moving into diversity I’ve 
been speaking to May Jenisen, the first African American 
woman in space. I’ve been speaking to Guy Blueford who’s 
given me the rights to build his monument, the first African 
American in Space.” 


View the complate NBC interview with Barber here: 


https://m.youtube.com/watch?¢v=4mY gG2NKABc 
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Captain Glenn Copenhaver with his history students 
from Fishburne Military School toured the museum. 


Joe Bamburger, ‘71, and sister, Leslie 


F.E. Firkus was my idol/hero! 


| received my printed copy of the new Bayonet [Spring 2022] yesterday and it’s worth every 
penny!! Besides it’s being so colorful and a keepsake, it’s so much easier for me to read and 
enjoy! | have already been through it (yes, | am retired but actually still have a very full day’s 
schedule!). All of the articles are so interesting. 


Most people could probably care less about F.E. Wirkus, but he was a ‘idol/hero” to me! My 
first year at AMA was 7th grade living in junior barracks. Since | had played the trumpet for 

2 years | was in Band Co. | even marched in all of the parades in Staunton, Harrisonburg, 
etc. FE. was first captain. For the apple blossom parade in Winchester, for some reason, Col 
Roller assigned FE to take me in the gray ghost which he would be driving, along with some 
of the older guys, and to be responsible for me for the day! F.E. could not have been nicer! 


One error | noted that | must correct as | was an “up-close” eye witness is on the new time 
line chart mounted on the museum wall, shown on page 23. In the lower right corner it says 
“1969 TET Offensive Begins.” 


| was assigned to fly A4Es with Marine Attack Squadron VMA311 in Chu Lai, South Vietnam 
and had been there for three months when the TET offensive began, on January 31,1968! 
There was supposed to have been a “truce” for that night, but all at once a huge barrage of 
rockets from the nearby mountain came raining down on our base, and sappers attempted, 
but failed, to get through the army and Marine defenses. However, a lucky rocket hit our 
bomb storage area, setting off an almost simultaneous explosion, estimated to be equivalent 
to a 1kt nuclear weapon! It destroyed one of our three hangars, heavily damaged the other 
two, and put 7-8 of our jets out of action for several weeks. 


On the other side of the airstrip where the F4 guys were, one of their bunkers took a direct hit 
from a rocket which filled a pilot friend of mind and his RIO. 


So, believe me when | tell you, it was 1/31/68...one of the more memorable days of the 13 
months there!! 


Reading about Castro taking over Cuba in 1959 also stirs up lots of memories! | finished AMA 
in 1960 and several of my Cuban friends left to fight with him to get rid of the dictator Batista, 
only to learn they had been “had”. So sad. 


Thank you again for the beautiful job you continue doing for our alma mater! 


Bill McVey, ‘60 
[editor’s note: The timeline on display in the museum has been corrected.] 
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| read the article you published on Larry 
Reed. [Summer 2022 Bayonet] | enjoyed 
it and learned a lot. Even though | was a 
classmate for 4 years with Larry. | did not 
remember him being from Chile or that he 
was in Band company. | also never even 
thought about why | eat fast, although 
habits developed at AMA rule my life to a 
great extent. 


Larry Reed stood out in the classes | had 
with him. In Doc Savedge’s Chemistry 
class | could not figure out how he 
remembered and understood all the 
elements and chemical bonds. He was 
always steps ahead of the majority of us 
destined to do great things as were some 
of the other students. After 50 plus years 
you wonder what is the rest of the story. 


Great job with this story. 


Harvey Bowers Class of 69 


If you have AMA 
memorabilia sitting in boxes 
in your attic, please consider 

donating them to the 
museum to be shared with 


everyone! 


Bayonet Subscriptions 


As announced in our Fall 2020 edition, Bayonets 
will no longer be printed and mailed to everyone 
on our mailing list. This was strictly a financial 
decision. We simply can no longer afford to do so. 


But, professionally printed color copies of this and 
future Bayonets will be made available to those who 
wish to subscribe. 


Museum Director Amy Hensley will manage 
subscriptions and mail Bayonets from the museum. 
All inquiries regarding Bayonet subscriptions 
should be addressed directly to Amy at museum@ 
AMAalumni.org or 540-248-3007. 

The cost will be $25 per issue or $90 for a yearly 
subscription. 


Would you be 


aHOCKED 


to learn that less than 5% 
of known AMA alumni contribute 
to the AMA Alumni Foundation? 


It's true. Of the approximately 
1,700 alumni we have addresses 
or emails for, less than 5 percent 
contribute to the operation of the 
museum, funding of scholarships 

or publication of the Bayonet 


www.AMAalumni.org/donate 


Follow us on Facebook: 


Your official source for information 
and announcements. 


https://www.facebook.com/AugustaMilitary 


https://www.facebook.com/groups/541853459720871 


Shop at smile.amazon.com and a portion of 
your purchase comes back to our Museum. It 
cost you nothing, it costs US nothing, But you 

must start out at SMILE.amazon.com. 
You can select which charity to support when 
you first go there. Choose Augusta Military 
Academy Alumni Foundation Inc. 


Tim White ‘63, wife, and volunteer docent Victor Gomez ‘69 


Reunion 2022 
September 9 - 11 


https ://amaalumni.org/reunion-2022/ 
Gather your friends and classmates and make plans NOW to attend 
Honoring classes of 1947, 1952, 1957, 1962, 1967, 1972, 1977, 1982 
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Meet our new Intern 


Hello, my name is Autumn Nicole Hitt. Iam 16 
years old, live in New Hope, and I am your new 
Charleton Intern. 


I learned about this museum by coming to a 
Noble Legends lecture in May. What made 
the AMA Museum stand out to me was the 
atmosphere. I found it welcoming, and after my 
first conversation with Chris, I found this place 
very interesting and knew that I would like to 
come back and visit. 


Well, a month later, I did more than just come 


back for a visit - I came back for a job. 


Some of my hobbies include reading, researching, 
oil painting, cooking, fishing, and other outdoor 
activities. I love history, people, and learning. 
History has always been my favorite subject. 
My favorite parts of history to read and learn 
about are the Civil War and World War II. A 
better way to describe myself, besides humorous, 
is a “walking encyclopedia.” 

After I graduate high school, I plan to attend 
Blue Ridge Community College in Weyers Cave, 
major in nursing, and work at Augusta Health 
as a labor and delivery nurse. 


Left: Brian McCabe '72, who 
visited on May 18. He's retired 
after 46 years as a crane operator 
and lives in Ft. Lauderdale. This 
was his first time back to AMA in . 
25 years. When | told him that 1 = := 
fellow cadets Herb Maher, ‘73, : - 
and Lee Ramsey, ‘73, would be 
at the museum the next morning, 
Brian delayed his trip home so he 
could reconnect with them for the 
first time since graduation. The 
resulting 3-man reunion here at 
the museum was pretty cool. 


UFE WW 
HE BARRACH 
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Right: The posters containing 

all faculty members who taught 
at AMA have been added to a 
permanent exhibit as you enter 
the classroom/barracks room. 
These posters were previously on 
display at the 2021 Reunion. 
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Felety Raselro 


After high school, I plan to attend the University of Virginia School of 
Architecture. My interest in architecture started when I was nominated 
for and selected to participate in the Summer Regional Governor's 
School for Math and Science during the summer before my freshman 
year of high school. The program that I chose was “From the Ground 
Up,’ which was focused on architecture. Although the curriculum 
involved design at the most basic level, it increased my already growing 
interest and took it deeper. Architecture was no longer just about exterior 
appearances and forms, but involved designing the entire building. My 
interest increased all the more when we visited an architectural firm and 
I was able to see the studio spaces. The fact that architecture involved 
more than artistic design and required problem-solving skills as well 
made it even more appealing to me. I am more motivated to pursue a 
major that involves critical thinking as well as visual components, like 
art. 


By cednct my family has faced a number of financial hardships in the 
past two years (declining business income for my dad, expensive car and 
home repairs and a few unexpectedly high medical bills), our ability to 
pay for college is facing significant challenges. This scholarship would be 
very helpful to me in accomplishing my educational and career goals. 


My grandfather, Henry Rosebro, 44, known as Yei-Yei to me, was one of the most generous men that I have known. He was 

not only generous with money, but also with his time and attention, especially when it came to his family. Yei-Yei surprised me 
with my first bike when I was 4, and my first set of golf clubs when I was 6. After he gave me the golf clubs, I became hooked on 
golf. My grandfather had been a lifelong golfer, and when he found out how much I liked golf, he was ecstatic. He was always 
interested in my progress in and out of the classroom. 


From the first day that I started kindergarten, he would ask what I learned in school. Yei-Yei learned when I was in sixth grade 

that I was studying the World Wars. He volunteered to come and speak to my class about his amazing experience as an infantry 

soldier in World War II. When he told his stories, I saw a different side of him. After landing in France, he immediately found 

himself in the middle of the Battle of the Bulge and made it all the way across Europe, reaching Czechoslovakia before V-E Day. 
He even had guard duty for some of the war criminals at Nuremburg. 


In his memoirs, he mentioned many times how Augusta Military Academy had a great 
influence in his life. In one place he wrote, “I had to sweep classrooms at night to help with the 
tuition. There was no way Daddy could afford my attending AMA, but somehow he managed 
it. It just proved how much they loved me and wanted me to have a meaningful life” Yei-Yei 
showed through his actions and his sacrifice that he wanted the same for his children and 
grandchildren. He believed strongly in the value of education. After returning from the war, he 
went to Roanoke College before finishing college at the University of Virginia. Like him, I now 
have an opportunity to attend UVA. So, from now on, when I am on the golf course or when I 
walk on the grounds at UVA, I will think of my grandfather and the time that we had together. 
Iam grateful for the legacy of AMA, because it is part of my grandfather’s legacy to me. 


We extend our best wishes to Felicity Rosebro and 
award her this 2022 Augusta Military Academy 
Legacy Scholarship valued at $1,000 
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Marina is the granddaughter of Albert Lemuel Smith, ITI, ‘66. 


She says, “After High School I plan to attend a James Madison University 
where I will major in exercise science/kinesiology. Subsequent to obtaining 
my degree I plan to attend physical therapy school to earn my DPT with a 
specialization in pediatrics. I chose this career/schooling path because I knew 
I wanted to work in the medical field and I love working with children, and 
this path will allow me to do both. This scholarship will help me obtain my 
goals by lowering the cost of my college tuition, in turn decreasing the number 
of hours that I will need to work throughout my studies. This will allow me 

to have a greater focus on my schooling and on becoming the best in my field 
that I can be. 


My grandfather has greatly impacted my life both personally and 

academically. He has always loved and fully supported me through each 

and every one of my endeavors. And he continually encourages me to strive 

to be the best that I can be in terms of character, academics, and athletics. I 
will forever be thankful for his 
unending love and support and for the role he has played in 
making me the strong and driven person that I am today. 


I have been participating in various volunteer opportunities 
since my freshman year in high school. Some include a local 
food bank, the humane society, summer camps, and cross 
country races. Some leadership roles that I have held include, 
but are not limited to, being a camp counselor, an elementary 
school basketball coach, and a middle school volleyball coach.” 


In addition to JMU, Marina was accepted to University of 
South Carolina and Old Dominion University. 


Marina is described by those who recommended her as 
"intelligent, friendly, professional, and a hard worker. She 

is mature and confident in her abilities." and "She has a deep 
desire to bring something of value to those who are under- 
served elsewhere, especially children ... I like her spunk. she 
is one of the most genuine and sweet spirited students I have 
ever taught." 


We extend our best wishes to Marina Jeirles and 
award her this 2022 Augusta Military Academy 
Legacy Scholarship valued at $1,000 
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The life of a Second Year in 1929 - Part Six 


Augustus Charlton “Bud” Mewborn, III, ‘32, from Pittsburgh, came to AMA in the Fall of 1928. 
He was a Private in “D” Company. After graduating, Bud went on to graduate from the literature 
school of the University of Michigan, and then went on to earn a Law Degree. He was a member 
of Delta Kappa Epsilon fraternity. Later in life, he wrote a 190 page memoir of his time spent at 


AMA. 
October Days 


| guess | really didn't remember October from the 
year before. 


Then | was completely overwhelmed by the 
newness. | was staggered by the tide and ebb 
of becoming a cadet. There had been 
the wait for the uniforms, and the dusty trials 
on the drill grounds, and the resignation to the 
rat year. What could you do? Run away? And 
where would you run? Did you have any friends? 
| had just slid into a cocoon someone else had 
woven. No one had put me there but me. 

How can you say it was all a terrible mistake? 


Ah, but now | was an old man. Now | had the 
power of Beelzebub. | would have the magic 
wand to wave. 


My father had taken a new job. He had quit 
the Pittsburgh Press to open an office as a 
branch manager for a New York brokerage in 
Pittsburgh. The market was exploding. There 
were many letters about how great things were. 
He told me how now he was finally on the top, 
and not to worry about money matters; all | had 
to do was to study, and let him know what | 
might need. When | read the letters he wrote | 
tried to fit myself into the company of the rich 
boys who were there. Joe Cannon: Cannon 
Towels. Duke Reynolds: Reynolds Tobacco. 
Charley Hanes: Hanes Underwear George Lee: 
Pittsburgh Screw and Bolt. Bascom Slemp: West 
Virginia Congressman.And Messmore: son of a 
doctor. Grier: Merck Chemical. Alden Blethan: 
Washington publisher. 


Fortunately there were lesser names. Crawford; 
from a local family. McClung: C. W,, Boone: C. 
W., and on and on, until it was October 29. 


With that date time stood still. Rider Haggard 
came to visit. The news to the school came late 
and sketchy. At assembly Brass made some 
comments. There were prayers at church. My 
father sent a late allowance check, and asked 
me not to cash it until the next week. | did not 
receive an allowance check again for a month, 
but | knew somehow that there must have been 
nothing to send. 


Before there would be a rush, | went down to the 
Post Exchange and applied fora job. There had 
always been this sort of rotating crew, so | 
was not out of line putting in my name. None of 
the rich kids wanted the job, and the new poor 
didn’t really know what had happened yet. | got 
an immediate acceptance: three days a week, in 
the afternoons, a dollar a day. Start next week. 
| write my father of the great good fortune. | felt 
that | was now almost self-supporting. It would 
eliminate the dollar a week allowance we had 
agreed on. | wrote an almost condescending 
letter. He would not have to worry about me 
again. 


Then | wrote him an uncondescending letter. It 


turned out | would have to take my wages out 
in trade. Of course, at five cents for hot dogs 
and hamburgers and frozen Milky Ways and 
so on | would not have any trouble eating my 
way through my paycheck, but there were other 
things that took cash. 


fe 


There was very little | could do from where | was, 
no matter how much | wanted to, because the 
year had begun and the season had changed. 
The maples and the sycamores and the laurel, 
and the oaks and myrtles, had exploded. There 
were yellows and oranges and pinks and reds 
and even lazy browns, and they rolled up and 
down the valley and up to the hills, and for that 
matter all the way to the Blue Ridge, until you 
had to turn away in disbelief and say "It can't be. 
There is something wrong with my eyes." It was 
a relief when the rains came driving down, and 
flung the leaves to their own piles where they 
could no longer burn, and you realized they were 
only the leaves that were there but the trees with 
their branches still stood in the same places and 
nodded and told you to wait. 


| suppose something of this came to me. that 
| should wait and that it would come. You lean 
against the window when the rain drives down 
and try to see what you know is there. 


On the south side of the barracks there were the 
tennis courts now flooded, and the horseshoe 
pits. And up farther were the cows, sullen in the 
rain, but not yet ready for milking. Why didn't 
they just go back to the barn and wait? 


And so | waited. 
THE NIGHT OF THE EVENING GUN 


The evening gun was an old French Seventy- 
Five. | don’t know how many coats of olive drab 
paint it had. The layers were there, with different 
sheens for different years, and you could tell 
the lax years when the painting was done 
indifferently by the hardened drippings covered 
by later carefully smooth strokes when the 
artist touched lightly, and then stepped back to 
admire. But the gun itself seemed a lovely thing, 
and somehow, gave you a feeling of security just 
seeing it there. It would be there to defend us. 


The mechanism of the gun, on the other hand, 
was brightly clean and shining. The breech block 
swung out easily on oiled hinges, the __ rifled 
barrel mirrored. It was a privilege to see it swing 
open, the brass casing, blank loaded, slide in 
place, the metallic slam as the breech closed, 
the pull of the lanyard. 


BARROOOOOOOOM! 


One, two, three, sometimes four, rolling rings of 
smoke. The wadding flying through the air onto 
the parade grounds. At some later time the wads 
would be picked up by some of the cadets who 
got Clean Up for their reports. 
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The gun itself lived alone most of the time. The 
sergeant in charge of the armory for the week 
saw to the loading of the shells, the Corporal 
of the Guard had the grand duty of firing it at 
Retreat, and the pleasure of running through the 
swabs to clean and oil it afterwards. Who did the 
painting? | never knew because it was done in 
the summer, when we weren't there, just as they 
painted the doors and windows and lockers. and 
the stoop railings, and even the concrete floors 
in the rooms and on the stoops and stairs. 


The idea must have come on slowly and from 
several people and developed over a number of 
bull sessions, as we sat around someone’s room 
in the afternoon. It was a gradual thing. Like, | 
knew that | could get a loaded shell from the 
armory. Taggart thought that we could fire it and 
then run along the south side of the barracks 
and climb up to our rooms. The dark and the 
confusion would cover us. 


But the whole front of the barracks, the assembly 
area, was brightly lighted all night. All hell 
would break loose. There would be an instant 
inspection when the gong in the arch rang. All of 
the faculty living in the barracks would turn out 
to their pre-assigned areas, along with all of the 
guard on duty. It was impossible. We would be 
caught. On the other hand, it was a grand idea; 
fire the evening gun in the middle of the night. 

It may have been Bowman whom | detested 
because he had beaten my ass so many times 
the year before, but who seemed to need friends 
and tried to make up the next year, who really 
pushed for the thing. We kept coming back to 
the idea. | had to make good my early claim. 


Saturday night was laundry night, You shoved 
all of your week’s dirty laundry into the laundry 
bag, carefully filling out the laundry slip and 
placing it in the bag on top. Then you tied the 
top string and slung it over your shoulder and 
carried it down to the basement to sling into 
the waiting truck. On the same trip you would 
seek out and find your bag full of clean laundry, 
hopefully, which would be in the honeycomb 
slot on the wall with your room number over it. 
Last week’s wash. The week’s wash came into 
the basement from the laundry truck, and was 
thrown out in volleys onto the concrete floor. The 


helpless helper had to wait until the KP squad 
from the quartermaster’s barracks arrived, to 
grab and stagger and then throw the bags into 
the bookcase shelves along the wall. It was a 
vertical honeycomb. There were errors from 
time to time. One thing that kept happening was 
that they would break off the buttons. If it was a 
shirt, it would have to be the collar button, and 
if it was your shorts it would be the top button. 
No matter. And there was always the matter of 
your handkerchiefs. If you had colored ones, 
you would get back white. And if you had sent 
out only white ones, you would certainly not get 
back white ones. It really was amazing how by 
the end of a year almost everyone had the same 
assortment of things, and they would be entirely 
different from those you had brought with you 
at the start. | remember that one time | wrote a 
note, and attached it to my laundry list, saying, 
“Would you please replace the buttons you have 
lost from off my clothes?” And this note really got 
positive results. | found, on top of my laundry for 
the week, a small bag filled with buttons. They 
were white and black and brown, and even pink. 
They were in all sizes, and would fit almost any 
need, 


The real point here is that the laundry pick-up 
room was right next to the armory. Now, it wasn’t 
that big of an armory, Actually, the armory was 
about the size of two rooms in the barracks 
without any walls between. There they had stored 
rifles, and pistols, and bayonet and cartridge 
belts, and cartridges in clips and in boxes, and 
a lot of other miscellaneous things. and a row 
of empty shells, Seventy-five millimeters, bright 
and shiny. Forget the 37’s. 

Remember the smell, which 

was of gunpowder. It came 

from the heavy barrels 

along the wall. 


In theory, there was no way 
that anyone could get into 
the armory, even if he had the 


proper credentials. It was 

perpetually double locked, 

different keys to open each | 

lock, two persons each with 

one key, sort of like a safe | ~ 

deposit box. However, if you | 

knew that at a certain time the 

Corporal of the Guard would 

be going into the armory and 

he would have with him the 

Private of the Guard, and that 

they would have the two keys to the armory, 
and if you happened to know the Private of the 
Guard and could talk to him long enough, and 
you could get some brave enough bastard to 
slide into the armory and grab a loaded shell 
and stuff it into your laundry bag, and then if you 
sauntered back up the stairs from the laundry 
room, you would then have one loaded French 
Seventy-Five shell. 


WOW! 


It worked. It wasn’t Bowman who did it, but 
Taggart. Dudrow was the Private of the Guard, 
and | think he was a little in love with Taggart. At 
any rate, he didn’t see me slip by into the armory 
and grab the shell and stuff it into my laundry 
bag. All he saw was when | came up to the door 
and said, “Hi. Going to the movie tonight, Josh? 


Taggart swung away between us, | don’t know. 


| got to study for the Trig exam. Together we 
went away. My heart was pounding. The shell 
was in my laundry bag. It would have to be done. 


Saturday night was the big night for all of us, 
and for so many different reasons. The movies 
each week filled some kind of a void, and if you 
really wanted to make a study of what life at 
Augusta was all about you would have to give 
the movies some sort of priority. First, there 
would be the newsreel; from that we would get 
a boiled down picture of what had happened 
during the week before. You would see the 
latest attempt to fly across the Atlantic (and the 
Pacific), and the failures, and you would shrug 
and think, well, Lindy did it, and so what are they 
trying to do? Except that the Pan American flying 
boats were so neat, you knew that someday 
they would make it to every place there was. 
And you remembered Peter Pan and Wendy, 
and Betty Bronson, and my God how you fell in 
love with her! And also, it was during the movies 
that the chance was there, and so it was that | 
had run out of the study hall and around the back 
of the barracks. | had under my windbreaker, the 
biggest ball of string, which was made up of all 
kinds of twine, rope, bindings, strong enough but 
not too bulky. My job was to bell the cat, which ts 
to say that | was the one who had to tie the string 
to the lanyard on the gun and load it. 


It's funny. In a room with four or five or six of 
your fellow conspirators, you are unafraid and 
volunteer to do the job. On the other hand, it’s 
funny when you go out alone, which is the only 


way you could possibly do it: you suddenly 
realize that you are petrified, frightened to death, 
shaking, dry-mouthed, panting and gasping for 
breath. And stuck down inside of your pants was 
the shell. You are pregnant with it. You sucked in 
your wind to hide it. The cool night was all there 
was, except for all of the sounds that roared in 
your ears, and the pounding of your own blood 
as it coursed. 


| stopped at the last corner of the barracks and 
waited until | could breathe. And also | looked 
around the corner to see how it lay. The Private 
of the guard was at his post, and strode to and 
fro. There was no one else in the lighted area in 
front of the Barracks. The gun was in a complete 
shadow to the right. There were the few shrubs 
around it. Timing was the thing. | was thinking, 
how the hell did | ever get into this in the first 
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place? The Private was down at the other end, 
say twenty yards from his turn, and it was now! 


A quick spurt to the gun. Open the breech. Slide 
in the shell. Tie the end of the ball of string to the 
lanyard. Silently close and lock the breech. And 
then back, slowly, behind the shrubs, unrolling 
the ball of string, to the corner of the barracks 
and around. And YOU ARE FREE! Bouncing 
along rolling out the string easily, all of the way 
to the end of the south side, where you dropped 
what was left of the string. My job was done. 
Back to the movies. It was intermission, and the 
Post Exchange was the place. | went in from 
the back, and no one ever noticed. | ordered 
a frozen Milky Way and went over and leaned 
against the wall, nibbling and watching. | found 
the shaking was much less. | saw Taggart, and 
went over and bummed a drag off his Camel. 
“It's done,” | told him, Now the time was slipping 
by, and it would soon be when it would happen, 
and the moon disappeared behind clouds in 
the black sky, There had been a hitch. Bowman 
decided he would not be the one to pull the line, 
for a lot of reasons, like his room was so far to 
the back of the barracks that it might break and it 
would be better for someone closer up the line 
to do it. Like me. | could climb out the window 
and pick up the line, and then climb back to my 
room and pull and jump into bed, and if they 
had an immediate inspection | would seem 
to be sound asleep (except that | would be 
breathing like | had swum the pool underwater 
four lengths, and | would be shaking so the bed 
would knock against the wall) and so it would all 
be very easy. For them. | went to bed at lights 
out, and found | was very tired, and | 

kept thinking that the easiest thing for 

me to do was to fall asleep and let the 

whole thing pass. Or if | should wake 

up, then of course | could go ahead 

and do it. My eyes were closed very 

tight, but | couldn’t seem to get into 

any comfortable position in bed, and 

| kept getting up and looking out into 

the courtyard, and then out of the 

window straining to see if the line still 

lay there where | had dropped it. It 

was. All very well for the rest of them, 

| | thought. They just knew about it. But 

| was in it right up to my ass, and it 

came to me that this was exactly 

the way they wanted it. It wasn’t my 

1 idea in the first place. And what | had 

done so far was only to help someone 

else who would be the hero when it was over 
and enough time had passed to let a hint slip 
out. He would be the one to smile slightly when 
someone said, “Did you really do it?” and | would 
just lean back in the cane-seated chair and look 
away, clear of any suspicion. My radium dial 
said two o'clock. My heart said, “Oh, God.” | 
pushed the lower window up and eased over to 
the outside, Denton had the room below. and he 
knew about it, | lowered myself out the window, 
and my feet found the top of his window, opened 
down so! could stand. Now down to his sill, 
and pull up the two halves of the window so that 
| could lower myself once more, to the ground, 
and fumble around until | found the line, which 
| had laid so carefully against the outside 
wall. | looped it over my shoulder, jumped and 
caught Denton’s sill, and then pulled myself up. 


| rested, more for control than fatigue, and then 
went on up the next story to my room. | looped 
the line around the radiator knob and checked 
the courtyard. 


It was all quiet and dark. There were no lights. 
| went back to the window. | was calm now, 
and my hands shook. | leaned out and began 
to pull the line slowly. It was slack at first, and 


then became taut gradually and seemed to be 
very heavy. | was concentrating on not pulling 
too hard, so as not to break it, which was why 
| hardly heard the tremendous explosion when 
the gun went off, rattling the window. 


It was some seconds before | realized | still held 
the line in my hand, and it became a rattlesnake 
as | flung it down toward the ground. 


Strother Moore Newman, Il, ‘24 
July 6, 1903 - January 29, 1967 


We were, of course, all asleep when they came 
thumping through the rooms with the inspection. 
| suppose Bowman was right about the end 
of the line. They rousted him out of bed and 
blamed him, but they couldn’t prove anything. 
He was given some very severe warnings, and 
later when someone would ask, “Did you really 
do it?” he would just smile slightly and say, “Of 
course not.” 


John William Humphreys, ‘81 
April 28, 1961 - January 30, 1993 


William B. Behrendt ‘43 
July 22, 1923 — July 27, 2009 


Russell Glen Simmons 
November 15, 1927 - July 27, 2022 


John W Humphreys, ‘47 
6/20/1929 - 2/11/1982 


William R. Hill, ‘50 
April 25, 1932 - May 25, 2022 


James McDowell, Jr ‘50 
October 25, 1932 - October 29, 2015 


Barnwell Baker Jr. ‘51 
Report deaths of AMA Alumni, January 29,1936 — November 10, 2009 
Faculty and Friends to the 
AMA Museum 
P. O. Box 101 
Fort Defiance, VA 24437 
540-248-3007 


Museum@AMAalumni.org 


William C. Staples, ‘55 
November 1, 1937 - May 31, 2022 


Charles William “Bill” Carper, ‘63 
December 25, 1943 - May 12, 2022 


Michael A. Bruder ‘74, 
March 21, 1956 - May 6, 2022 


Eugene Bates ‘67 
April 20, 1951 — December 2, 2006 


Cal pitiiciniatial The more we digitize our archives, the more mysteries we discover. This ad appeared in 
j several RECALLs and Bayonets during the early 1930’s. Could this be a sideline company of 
our Roller Family? It seems very probable. 


Chris Correa commented, “I’ve seen similar ads in the Bayonet. This ties together a couple of 
rumors, which I regret I'm unable to source. One bird told me that CSR2 [Charles S. Roller, II] 
had a uniform shop nearby, part of a pretty handy vertical integration strategy. At least a year 
ago, a cadet from roughly the class of ‘60 told me that his family had a similar business, which 
operated a little too closely to the Roller’ outfit. The cadet told me that Big Boy made clear his 
severe objection directly to him. 


eampopoMininmnEE SSeS! 
eter a 


Roller Uuiform 
Manufacturing 
Company 


Of course the problem is, I have nothing to go on but these vague memories. 


Incidentally, I got a call yesterday from a second-generation graduate of Clemson who wanted 
information on his dad’ college belt buckle. He told me that his dad attended Clemson in the 
mid 30’s, when it was a military college. When looking through his dad’ artifacts, he found 

a buckle inscribed on the back with “Roller Uniform Manufacturing Company, Mt. Sidney, 
Virginia.” From there, the caller quickly connected the dots and asked me to confirm. 


ae 


MT. SEDNEY 
VIRGENEA 
There’s enough circumstantial evidence, that it’s hard to imagine it being just a coincidence, but 

I have no official record saying RUMC was our Roller’s company. Nonetheless, youre right, it’s 
worth asking which branch of the family tree ran the business? It’s impossible for me to imagine 
Charles and Tom letting another branch of the family shunt money away from their ecosystem. It 
makes sense to me that it was the AMA Roller people doing some vertical integration. It would 
go some way towards answering the question I’ve had all along: where did they get all their 
money? Also, I doubt this side hustle could’ve been sufficiently profitable if it only served AMA. 
If the Rollers had fingers in the Carolinas, it makes me wonder how far their influence spread? 
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Welcome to Your Museum 


By Amy Hensley 


Coming through the front door of the museum today I 
noticed in our wreath hanging on the door a bird has made 
her nest. Trying not to disrupt the nest and leaving any kind 
of scent that would deter the mother bird from returning, I 
was able to see that in the nest are 3 tiny eggs. I thought what 
a wonderful thing that is happening here! New life happening 
right at our front door! 


If the mother tends to this nest and sits with her eggs 

soon, she will have 3 new babies to nurture, however, if she 
abandons this nest the eggs will not hatch and they will dry 
up and there will be no life to be sustained. 


If we take a moment and ponder, we can apply this to AMA. 
Right now, at this moment we have some exciting things 


ahead for us. We have made great progress in our efforts of 
community outreach and the community is reacting! We 
just had the Spring Festival which brought many visitors to 
the campus and we conducted over tours for over 30 visitors 
the day of the festival. Our Noble Legends Speaker Series is 
gaining traction in its second year. There are some exciting 
events that are upcoming in the near future that will only add 
to the foundation of community outreach we are building. 

If we nurture these opportunities and give life sustaining 
assistance the sky is the limit! If we just continue with a status 
quo and abandon the effort then everything dries up and we 
fade away. 


LET’S STAY ON TOP OF THIS WAVE! 


Let us continue the momentum! Be a part of this wonderful 
thing that is happening right here AT OUR FRONT DOOR! 


How can you help you ask? Volunteer. You do not have to 
be here for every event or every weekend. Pick an event 
that fits your calendar. Be a volunteer docent for a weekend, 
weekday or just a few hours if you cannot make a full day 
commitment. Being a volunteer gives you a chance to share 
your experience as a cadet with our visitors. They love to 
hear the stories that ONLY YOU, an ALUMNI, can tell! If 
your schedule doesn't allow for extra time to volunteer, you 
can Donate. You can make a donation for a specific event 
(festivals, speaker series etc.), you can become a monthly 
contributor, any amount is greatly appreciated! You can 
contribute by donating items used on a daily basis here at the 
museum. 


Your participation in any form will help to sustain the life 
of the museum and the great story of the history of Augusta 
Military Academy! 


I would like to thank Brian and Vicki Miller, Gordon 

Metz and grandson Connor, Steve Trent, John Arthur, 

Bj d’Orsay, Brett Thompson, Victor Gomez and my best 
friend Cyndi Thompson for your participation and help for 
the Spring Festival. I would like to also thank Jorge Rovirosa 
for sponsoring the radio advertisements for not only Spring 
Festival but for the Noble Legends Speaker Series. 


A special thank you to Herb Maher, ’73, for his presentation 
about Hurricane Readiness and the sharing about his search 
and rescue in the aftermath of Hurricane Katrina for our May 
speaker series. 


And, I will keep you posted on the progress of little eggs in 
the nest! 


[Editor’s note: Soon after these photos were taken, the 
mother abandoned her nest, sadly] 
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Work Day at the Museum 


By Brett Thompson 


Unfortunately, we didn’t have the two days we wanted to complete all 
the work. We still accomplished a lot! Tom took on the task of cleaning 
the canon with the turbo nozzle as well as the concrete pad. He enjoys 
pressure washing so much he used the surface cleaner to clean the 
sidewalk in front of the museum. I’m sure he will be printing a picture to 
put an 18 x 24 in his office! 


John and Lee Ramsey took on the task of leveling (repairs and fixing 
subpar work) and replacing the stair treads on the back steps. 


| had a number of helpers with the front stair treads. Gary helped with 
removal and scraped paint from the risers. Mike Kidd, Lee, John and 
Herb helped with the replacement. 


Herb brought his edger and edged all the sidewalks in the lower 
courtyard, with the much needed help of John. 


Doug went shopping burgers and Jorge did the cooking for lunch. 


Mike came to the same conclusion with the two outlets. Something 
strange is going on. We need an electrician! The outlet in Chris’ office 
was the power strip. Herb bounced around and offered help anywhere 
it was needed. 


John is a trooper! Sgt. Barger [Military Science, ‘74] would have been 

proud! His hands were in everything except pressure washing. He also 
took all the trash lumber to the landfill on his way home! Had John not 
been there, we would not have completed all the work! 
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July saw a group of AMA alumni 
gather at the museum to perform 
several much needed repairs and 
maintenance to the Museum and 
the grounds. Doug Pennock, Tom 
Del Valle, Jorge Rovirosa, Brett 


Thompson, Mike Kidd, John Arthur, 
Lee Ramsey, Victor Gomez, Gary 
Cripps, Herb Maher, and Gordon 
Metz. 


Photos by Victor Gomez. 


Lydia Gilmer, a 2020 honors graduate of 
Virginia Polytechnic Institute and State 
University in Public and Urban affairs, went 
on to earn a Masters of Urban and Regional 
Planning in 2021. 


town of Pulaski, Virginia. 


Dave Shearer ‘68, reports a chance meeting. 
Ms Gilmer, has become experienced in from Vietnam, | heard the re-union coordinator talking on the phone to the local Marine 
seeking grants as part of her involvement representative. | heard the name Major Nicholson. | asked if he had relatives in the Corps. 
with various organizations within her home The answer was positive. [He is the son of our Larry Nicholson, ‘75] He was coming over 
with Marine Corps swag. | went and put on my AMA T-shirt, and met him as he came in. He 
was surprised to see AMA there ( Nashville TN. OCT 21). It was a real unexpected pleasure, 


She has been brought on to the Fund- for both of us. He was very professional, but at ease with us old farts.” 


Raising team as a grant writer. We look 
forward to our partnership as she seeks 
grants to sustain operations at our Museum. 


Legacy Preservation 
Corps 


Purpose: 


e ‘To create an organization of descendants 
and/or friends of Augusta Military 
Academy Alumni, Faculty and Staff, who 
are as passionate about the Academy and 
dedicated to Preserving AMA‘s Legacy 
and to: 


Learn the history of our Academy 
Be trained to be an effective docent at the 
museum 


Keep the memories and stories of AMA 
alive 

Manage the AMA Alumni Foundation 
into perpetuity 


Expectations: 


Meet regularly 

Develop a structure of management / 
leadership 

Seek participants 

Assist with financial stability 

Protect and preserve AMA’ss history, 
artifacts and legacy 


How to get involved: 


e Contact Jim Belcher at 
jimbelcherjr@gmail.com 
Contact AMA’s Museum Director at 
museum@amaalumni.org 
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“At my USMC re-union of my company 


Shop our online PX store. 
shop.AMAalumni.org 


New items are featured below 


AUGUST), 
MILITARY 


ACADEMY 


Toor A AMA Beanie. Navy blue beanie with knit 
= 100% acrylic exterior and soft 100% polyester 


AMA Car Sunshade. Opened: 4’ 6” x 2’ 1” $ 18 interior. "Augusta Military Academy" is 
Closed: 10 inches across by about 1 inch thick. 


stiched in print lettering on the front. 


Far left: Model Bricks Bobcat 8x8 
All-Terrain Assault Vehicle (161pcs) 
100% compatible with leading building 
brick brands. 

Dimensions: 11.5” L x 7.5” W x 2.3” H 


Left: Model Bricks 2-in-1 Wiesel 
Armored Weapons Carrier (245 Pcs. 
100% compatible with leading building 
brick brands) 

Dimensions: 11.5” L x 7.5” W x 2.3” H 


Shop for these and more toys and AMA branded products at our on-line store: shop.AMAalumn.org 
Check out with PayPal or send the museum a check, your choice. 540-248-3007 
All purchases from our online PX/Gift Shoppe contribute to the general 
operating fund for the Museum. It’s a great way to support our mission. 


amazonsiniile 3 
Dry Amazon gives. YouTube 


Did you know AMA has its own YouTube channel? And that 


Amazon Smile is the easiest way for you to funnel free cash into it has a collection of nearly 100 AMA videos? And that we 
the coffers of the Museum of Augusta Military Academy’s general "°W have 45 subscribers, up from 30 in March. 

operating fund. It costs you nothing! Just shop Amazon as You can find us at: 

normal, starting out at smile.amazon.com. https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCWbpCK1SXGqZuA09p_Mp9Yg 
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